


t The Tragedy of Othello 

He (in goodtime) mull his Leiutenaat be, 

And I Sir (blefle the marke) his Moorefhips Ancient. 

Rod . By heauen I rather would h3ue bin his hangman. 
lag. But ther's no remedy, 

Tis the curfe of feruice. 

Preferment goes by letter and affeftion. 

Not by the olde gradation, where each fecond 
Stood heire to the firft : 

Now fir be iudge your felfe. 

Whether I, in any iuft tearmeam aflin’d 
to loue the Moore ? 

Rod. I would not follow him then, 
lag. O fir, content you, 

I follow him toferue my turne vpon him, 

We cannot all be mailers, nor all mailers ^ 

Cannot be truely followed, you (hall marke 
Many a dutious and knee-crooking knaae. 

That (doting on hisowne obfeo,uious bondage) 

Wcares out his time much like his mailers Afle, 

For nought but proucnder, and when lice’s old caihierd, 

W hip mee inch honefc knaues - 
Others there are. 

Who trim’d in formes an 1 viflfiiges of duty , 

Keeps yet their hearts, attending on themfclues, 

And throwing but fhe wes of feruice on their Lo; us •> 

Doe well thriue by ’em* 

And when they haue lin’d their coates, 

.Doe themfelues homage, 

Tfaofefellowesbaqcfomefoulc, * 

And inch a one doe I profeflfe tny Cclre,- ',or in , 

It is as fare as you are Roderigo, 

Were 1 1 he Moore, 1 would not be Ugo: 

In following him, I follow but my felfe. 

Heauen is my iudge, not I, 

For loue and duty , but fteming fo, for my peculiar end : 

For when my outward a&ion doth demonltrate 
The natiue a 61, and figure of my heart, 

la complement excerne, tis not long alter, jjgJj 
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the Moore of Venice, 

But I will weare my heart vpon my fleeue. 

For Dawes to pecke at, 
ram not what I am. 

Rod. What a full fortune, does the thickiips owe. 

If he can c&rry’c thus? , • r # 

lag. Call vp her father, 

Rowfehim, make after him, poyfon his delight 
Fro c! a i me him in the ftreer, incenfe herKinfmen 
And cho he in a fertile climate dwell, 

Plague him with fly es : tho that his ioy be ioy. 

Yet throw fuch changes of vexation out, 

As it may loofe fom.e colour. 

Rod, Here is her fathers houfe, lie call aloud. 
fag. Doe with like timerous accent, and dire yell 

As when by night and negligence, the fire * 

Is fpied in populous Cities. 

Rod. what ho, Brabantio, Seignior Brabantio ho, 
lag. Awake, what ho, "Brabantio, 

Theeues, theeues, theeues : 

Leoke to your houfe, your Daughter, and your bass, 
Theeues, theeues. 

V li-' > H * 'f : p ♦ 

Brabantio at a Voindo'to. . 

Bra. W hat is the realbn of this teri ible fummoris ? 
What is the matter there ? 

Rod. Signior, is all your family within ? 
lag. Areyourdooreslockc? 

“Bra. Why wherefore aske yeu this ? 
fag Sir you are robd, for fhatne put on your gOwne 3 
Your heart isburft.you haue loft halfe your foulej 
Euen now, very now, an oldblaeke Rani 
Is tupping your white Ewe ; ari(e,arife. 

Awake the fnorting Citizens with the bell, 
OrelfetheDiuell will make aGrandfire ofyou,arife I fay. 
Bra. W hat, haue ytju loft your wits ? 

Rod, Moft reuerend Seignior, doe you know my voice? 
Bra. Not I, what are you? 


